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I believe  in  girls;  in  the  woman  of  a great  tomorrow; 

And  whatsoever  the  girl  soweth,  the  woman  shall  reap. 

I believe  in  the  curse  of  ignorance,  in  the  dignity  of  learning 
And  the  joy  of  serving  others. 

I believe  in  wisdom  as  revealed  in  human  lives, 

As  well  as  in  the  pages  of  printed  books ; 

In  lessons  taught,  not  so  much  by  precept  as  by  example; 

In  the  ability  to  work  with  the  hands,  as  well  as  to  think  with 
the  head; 

In  everything  that  makes  life  large  and  lovely. 

I believe  in  the  home,  in  the  class  room. 

In  the  influence  of  God,  and  in  the  out-of-doors. 

I believe  in  laughter;  in  love;  in  all 
Hopes  that  lure  us  on. 

I believe  in  the  present  and  its  opportunities; 

The  future  and  its  obligations. 

And  in  the  divine  joy  of  living  here,  and  hereafter. 
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Memories 


Another  enthusiastic  admirer  of  dear 
old  Lake  Geneva  has  come  to  light  in  the 
person  of  one  of  our  girls’  mothers,  Grace 
Pearce  has  had  the  privilege  of  coming  to 
camp  by  automobile  for  two  years  with 
her  parents.  Her  mother  caught  the  spirit 
in  those  flying  trips  and  vTote  a great  old 
“pome”  about  the  Camp,  from  Kinji 
down.  Grace  gave  it  in  Council  Circle 
Tuesday  night  and  we  have  captured  it 
for  the  Hilltop  Echoes: 

Memories. 

When  we  left  the  Camp  of  a Hundred  Fires 
In  nineteen  seventeen, 

We  thought  of  the  days  and  weeks  and 
months 

That  must  surely  come  between 
That  day  and  the  happy  time 
When  we  should  again  be  here; 

But  here  we  are,  and  our  hearts  tonight 
Are  filled  with  memories  dear. 

When  we  met  in  the  Council  Circle, 

Midst  the  smoke  from  the  open  fire. 

The  leaves  on  the  trees  stopped  whispering 
While  we  told  our  heart’s  desire. 

Our  thoughts  and  ambitions. 

Our  aims,  large  and  small. 

And  the  fellowship  shared  by  the  friends 
who  cared. 

Has  been  with  us  the  whole  year  through. 

As  memory’s  pictures  pass  swift  in  our 
minds, 

Our  Kinji  is  first  to  appear; 

And  we  notice  with  sorrow,  our  hearts 
grieve  to  learn. 

He  has  no  more  hair  than  last  year. 

But  his  smile’s  just  as  happy. 

And  he  greets  us  the  same  kind  old  way; 
We  will  never  forget  him,  his  heart  big  and 
land 

Will  be  with  us. for  many  a day. 

And  Mojag,  our  banker. 

Our  money  he  kept. 

Guarded  safe  by  his  strong  right  hand; 

If  his  bank  has  gone  broke 
As  he  said  it  might  do,  , 

Extra  stockings  will  be  in  demand. 

To  Wasti,  our  mentor. 

The  second-year  girls 
Would  offer  a greeting  tonight. 

Her  advice  and  her  knowledge 
Are  always  at  hand. 

So  we  sure  cannot  help  doing  right. 

Wadjepi,  our  impersonator. 

Miss  Allan  comes  back  to  our  mind. 


Her  beautiful  costumes,  her  wonderful 
voice. 

Her  equal  ’twould  have  been  hard  to  find. 

And  our  own  Daddy  Waite, 

We  remember  him,  too. 

His  teaching  and  counsel  so  kind — 

When  he  read  us  God’s  Word 

And  helped  us  to  see 

What  treasures  therein  we  could  find. 

That  inspector — 

She  slept  not  by  night  or  by  day. 

She  had  eyes  in  the  back  of  her  head. 
When  I tell  you  her  tent 
Was  the  one  next  to  mine. 

You  will  know  that  enough  has  been  said. 

To  the  girls  who  have  never  been  with  us 
before, 

A word  of  advice  I would  say; 

You’ll  find  work  here  a’plenty. 

And  frolics  and  fun. 

If  you  just  watch  your  step  every  day; 
You’ll  meet  all  kinds  of  girls  here, 

You’ll  think  they  “are  fine. 

And  I give  you  my  word  it  is  true. 

If  the  dog  soldiers  take  off  your  collars  and 
hair. 

They’ve,  done  just  what  they’ve  been  told 
to  do. 

So  take  it  good  natured. 

Don’t  get  in  a huff. 

And  the  worst  will  be  over  ere  long. 

And  the  first  thing  you  know 

You’ll  enjoy  yourself  so 

You’ll  be  singing  some  good  Camp  song. 

If  you’re  lonesome  and  homesick. 

And  don’t  know  what  to  do. 

And  want  somebody’s  arms  to  go  around 
you. 

Hunt  up  Mother  Bryner, 

That’s  her  job,  you  know; 

And  she’ll  tell  you  she’s  glad  that  she 
found  you. 

It’s  a wonderful  place,  old  Conference 
Point, 

Its  water,  its  sky,  and  its  trees; 

Seems  as  though  the  good  Father 
Must  have  thought  of  us  girls 
When  He  made  such  places  as  these. 

Its  duties,  its  pleasures,  its  fellowships 
sweet. 

Our  memories  we  alwaj^s  shall  love. 

And  we’ll  cherish  them  all 

Till  we  greet  you  again 

In  the  Great  Council  Circle  above. 
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Editorially  Speaking 


Aren’t  you  glad  you’re  here?  Speak  up 
now  and  ’spress  yourself.  Did  you  ever 
have  such  a good  time,  and  at  the  same 
time  work  so  hard?  It’s  hard  to  explain 
the  charm  of  this  Camp  to  outsiders. 
They  exclaim  immediately,  “WeU,  if  I had 
to  get  up  that  early  and  be  as  busy  as  that 
all  day  for  two  weeks,  I’d  be  so  grouchy 
that  I wouldn’t  be  fit  to  live  with.”  To 
guard  against  that  very  pitfall,  Kinji  has 
given  us  our  rest  period,  so  there! 

But  reaUy,  did  you  ever  meet  so  many 
fine  girls,  girls  from  every  part  of  our 
nation  and  of  Canada — rich  girls,  poor 
girls;  girls  who  are  Methodists,  or  Presby- 
terians, or  what  not ; girls  who  are  thin  and 
tall,  and  girls  who  are  short  and  fat;  but 
best  of  all,  girls  who  are  every  one  leaders 
and  who  are  given  this  unique  chance  to 
show  it? 

And  Conference  Point!  I like  it,  how 
do  you  like  it?  Oh,  I like  it.  Right 
through  the  editorial  window  we  can  get  a 
view  that  is  worth  going  miles  to  see;  trees 
dancing  in  the  stiff  breezes,  water  waving 
and  wa^dng,  hills  rising  steeply  from  the 
shore.  We  can’t  see  such  beauties  without 
being  sure  in  our  heart  of  hearts  that  there 
is  a Creator,  a God  above  who  is  looking 
down  upon  our  spot  in  an  approving 
manner. 

Get  into  the  spirit.  If  there  is  anything 
wrong,  it’s  with  you,  not  with  us.  Ex- 
amine your  kick  and  see  if  it  (the  kick) 
ought  not  to  be  applied  to  you. 


Although  we  are  proud  that  we  are  im- 
portant enough  to  be  printed  by  the 
famous  Kable  Brothers  in  Mount  Morris, 
111.,  still  there  is  a disadvantage  in  that  we 
have  to  go  to  press  before  many  newsy 


things  are  happening.  When  you  read 
this  Echoes,  remember  that  we  have  been 
on  the  way  for  some  time. 


Service  Songs. 

How  are  you  liking  ’em?  It’s  fine  to 
have  the  idea  of  service  in  every  song. 
Why  not  try  to  make  our  lives  service 
songs? 

By  the  way,  did  you  notice  the  titles  of 
the  editors  of  the  song  book?  All  of  them 
take  up  two  lines  with  their  dignified  cog- 
nomens. But,  shoot,  look  who  they  are. 


Missed. 

Y ou  know,  I miss  some  one  right  away, 
in  fact  several  some  ones.  The  war  has 
taken  our  big  brother,  Gimo,  and  although 
we  miss  him  and  his  smiling  presence,  we 
are  glad  that  he  is  lending  it  to  the  Govern- 
ment. And  there’s  Herbert  Mayer  and 
Miss  Moxcie  and  several  group  leaders. 
A^rchery  will  certainly  suffer  from  the  lack 
of  the  Snows,  had  you  thought  of  that?  It’s 
good  that  we  have  such  capable  ones  to 
take  their  places. 


The  Lake  Breeze  reminds  us  that  the 
Golden  Rule  is  still  in  operation.  “Do 
unto  others  as  you  would  that  others 
would  do  unto  you.”  At  first  it  seemed 
easy  to  be  in  a Camp  where  there  was  only 
one  rule;  so  easy  to  remember  it  and  keep 
it,  we  thought.  But  upon  second  and 
third  and  fourth  thought,  isn’t  it  harder 
to  feel  that  we  are  on  our  honor  with  that 
one  rule,  the  rule  that  Jesus  considered 
the  second  greatest  commandment? 

We’re  glad  that  we  are  given  this  respon- 
sibility and  we  are  going  to  try  to  deserve 
it. 
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Our  Challenge 

By  Alice  May,  Toronto,  Ontario 


They  were  summoned,  to  the  battle 
field,  your  father,  brother,  sweetheart,  and 
oh!  how  they  march  along  to  duty  to  the 
tune  of  the  “Girl  I Left  Behind  Me.” 

Every  circle  has  sent  boys  out  to  the 
new  life,  this  wonderful  business  of  soldier 
training.  Do  they  learn  onlj^  to  march 
rightly,  shoot  straight,  and  obey  orders? 
Do  their  letters  sound  like  the  boys  you 
knew  before?  These  brave  fellows  learn 
to  face  their  God,  in  the  hour  when  the 
order  comes  to  “Go  Over  the  Top”;  when 
they  have  served  many  monotonous 
months  in  the  trenches,  when  they  are 
lonesome  and  suffering,  they  are  strong  in 
the  knowledge  of  the  protecting  Father, 
and  that  the  girls  at  home  are  behind  them. 

The  heroes  return,  we  welcome  them 
back  from  the  awful  strife,  and  find  when 
the  happy  joy  of  reunion  is  spent  in  a 
degree,  our  boys  are  not  the  boys  we  sent 
away.  In  many  cases  their  honorable 
wounds  will  not  permit  them  to  step  back 
into  their  same  place  in  the  world,  they 
must  find  another;  and  again  the  long- 
months  amidst  the  din  of  battle  make  the 
nervous  system  revolt  against  a steady  ap- 
plication, so  weary  months  are  spent  in 
settling  down  among  us  again.  Just  as 
the  presence  of  death  around  us  must 
change  us,  so  the  close  companionship  of 


the  Father  on  the  battle  fields  of  France 
alters  the  vision  of  the  boys.  Girls,  does 
the  summons  not  come  to  us,  the  women 
of  our  country? 

The  untiring,  unselfish  effort  of  the 
women  of  North  America  at  these  strenu- 
ous times  is  not  being  done  without  chang- 
ing the  workers,  altering  the  social  life, 
preparing  us  to  meet  the  added  responsi- 
bility of  the  day. 

We  watch  the  regiment  parade,  we  see 
ranchman,  miner,  merchant,  prince,  clerk, 
lawyer,  and  banker,  rich  and  poor,  high 
and  low,  welded  together — a band  of 
brothers  going  in  our  cause — they,  the 
foundation  of  a new  nation.  The  call 
comes  clearly — we  must  prepare  to  fill  the 
places  they  leave. 

In  the  government  of  the  country,  the 
voice  of  the  women  will  be  heard,  they 
must  strive  to  have  a clear,  clean  vision 
of  the  things  ahead.  In  the  commercial 
life  of  our  great  cities  the  gaps  are  rapidly 
filling.  Our  women  lift  you  from  one 
floor  to  another,  they  direct  a great  depart- 
ment in  the  great  stores,  they  cash  your 
bank  checks,  and  the  farmer  is  learning  to 
trust  the  farmerette  to  hoe  his  corn,  pitch 
hay,  and  gather  fruit. 

Our  church  schools  are  being  robbed  of 
their  leaders,  and  of  the  boys  in  the  classes, 
leaving  fathers  and  sisters  to  lead.  Girls! 
let  us  lead  on.  Their  religious  views  are 
being  changed.  They  will  treat  formalities 
with  patience,  but  we  girls  of  the  laud  must 
plant  our  feet  firmly  in  the  pathway 
of  our  Master,  and  hold  our  ideals  high. 

Girls  of  America,  what  would  you  say. 

Were  your  cities  invaded  as  cities  of 
France? 

You  so  serene  in  your  safety  todaj^ 

Do  you  think  that  such  safety  is  yours 
by  a chance? 

No!  It  was  bought  by  your  men  overseas. 

Bought  with  their  blood  for  you  and  me. 

Girls  of  America,  what  will  you  raise? 

In  honor  of  those  who  will  never  return? 
Shall  it  be  merely  a matter  of  praise. 

Carved  on  a stone  or  funeral  urn? 

Souls  that  have  soared  high  above  earth 
like  birds. 

Tribute  deserve  greater  than  words. 

(Continued  on  page  8.) 
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Between  Daylight  and  Dark 


Rising  bell!  Oh!  Seven  forty-five! 
Quick,  roll  out  of  bed  and  into  your  swim- 
ming suit!  0-ooh,  but  it’s  cold,  and  such 
a wind!  Better  hurry  out  to  the  play- 
ground or  Kinji  vdll  call  every  one  of  you 
“cows’  tails,”  and  rightly,  too.  Get  in 
line,  quick!  Take  arms’  length  distance 
from  yom’  neighbor.  Attention!  Salute 
as  you  sing!  And  soon  the  words  of  “The 
Star-Spangled  Banner”  fioat  out  upon  the 
morning  air  as  the  American  and  Canadian 
flags  are  slowly  raised  to  the  top  of  the 
flag  pole.  Now,  “hands  on  hips,  place; 
arms  sideward,  raise;  one,  two,  three,  four,” 
come  the  directions  from  Gladys  Wise’s 
lips  as  you  go  through  your  setting-up 
exercises.  Feel  warmer?  Surely!  “Now, 
to  the  dip.”  Five  minutes’  splash,  then 
up  to  your  room  to  dress  for  breakfast  at 
8:30.  Morning  devotions  at  the  breakfast 
table  are  led  by  Mrs.  Waite. 

First  class  begins  at  ten  o’clock.  Use 
the  interval  for  straightening  your  room 
and  don’t  forget  to  see  that  the  outside  is 
clean,  for  Wapo  finds  little  bits  of  dis- 
turbances in  the  shape  of  chewing  gum 
wrappers  and  kodak  film  boxes  in  places 
you  never  dreamed  existed  near  your  tent. 
Shoes  in  regular  row  under  the  bed? 
Towels  hung  up?  Curtains  pushed  back? 


Clothes  put  away?  Good!  Your  cottage 
ought  to  receive  twenty  points  from  the 
inspectors.  It’s  for  your  Tribe,  you  know! 

All  classes  except  Woodcraft  and  Camp- 
ercraft  in  the  Tipi  this  year.  Have  you 
your  schedule  straightened  out?  Do  you 
know  where  you  go,  when  you  go,  and  for 
what  you  go?  Card  for  attendance  safely 
punched?  Get  out  your  notebook  and 
pen!  Ready?  Classes  begun!  Third  year 
— with  Miss  Palk.  Second  year — ^to  Wad- 
jepi  and  his  Model  Camp,  or  to  Daddy 
Waite  to  learn  how  to  teach.  First  year — 
to  study  woodcraft  with  Mr.  Brooks  (who 
knows  more  about  nature  than  he?)  or  to 
hear  beloved  Kinji  on  the  development  of 
the  four-fold  life.  Eleven  o’clock.  Classes 
change.  With  Miss  Ferguson  or  Wadjepi 
for  Sunday  school  plans  for  first  and 
second  year  folks,  while  soon-to-be 
graduates  stay  with  Miss  Palk. 

Swimming  for  beginners?  Yes,  indeed! 
On  alternate  days,  according  to  the 
division  to  which  you  belong.  Don’t  get 
the  idea,  second  year  folks,  that  you  are  a 
“finished”  swimmer  if  you  can  do  the 
breast  stroke  or  paddle  like  a dog.  Oh! 
no!  It  is  the  side  stroke  for  which  you  must 
qualify  now! 

Twelve  noon!  Assembly — the  great 

“get  together”  time  for  all  the  Camp. 
Social  songs,  inspectors’  reports,  announce- 
ments, suggestions,  and  Mother  Bryner’s 
“Lost  and  Found”  articles  completely  fill 
the  first  half  hour..  Then  Daddy  Waite 
uses  the  last  half  hour  for  a Bible  study 
and  how  we  do  enjoy  it!  How!  How!  for 
the  Girls’  Orchestra!  Isn’t  it  a dandy? 
And  where  would  our  singing  be  without 
Mrs.  Alexander? 

Hungry?  Never  more  so  in  your  life! 
What  a rush  to  the  dining  room.  Have 
your  card  punched — the  yellow  one  this 
time.  How  in  the  world  can  they  serve 
such  splendid  meals  for  such  a small  cost? 
Oh!  What  a noise!  What  has  happened? 
Calm  yourself— only  the  Chiefs  giving  a 
yell!  What  with  yells  for  state  and  Tribe, 
cottage  and  tent  songs,  and  general  cheer- 
ing, isn’t  it  a lively  dinner,  though?  But 
— be  temperate  in  all  things — only  one 
teaspoonful  of  sugar  at  a meal.  Don’t 
take  more  than  you  can  eat!  Don’t  eat 
more  than  you  can  comfortably  use! 

Now  for  the  rest  period.  Better  take 
advantage  of  it.  You’ll  need  your  surplus 
energy  before  the  day  is  over.  Two- 
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thirty  and  organized  play  in  volley  ball, 
captain  ball,  and  baseball  begins.  Play — 
and  play  bard!  Help  your  Tribe  win. 
Come  down  and  cheer  if  you  can’t  play. 
And,  if  you  lose — ^grin  and  bear  it!  Play- 
ground games  till  four,  then  swimming, 
writing  letters,  and  the  like  take  up  the 
remainder  of  the  time  before  supper. 

Supper  at  six!  Is  it  true  that  the  “way 
to  a man’s  heart  is  through  his  stomach’’? 
Equally  true  of  a girl,  don’t  you  agree? 
State  meetings,  class  meetings,  orchestra 
practice,  all  kinds  of  meetings  till  7:30 
p.  m.,  and  then  comes  “Hillside.” 

Gathered  together  on  the  hillside, 
facing  beautiful  Lake  Geneva,  singing  such 
songs  as  “Faith  of  Our  Fathers,”  lifting 
our  hearts  to  our  Maker  in  prayer,  drinking 
in  the  wonderful  messages  brought  us  by 
the  various  leaders — -truly,  hillside  services 
are  never  to  be  forgotten.  And  you  may 


walk  with  the  Master  beside  Lake  Geneva 
just  as  His  disciples  once  walked  with  Him 
hy  the  Sea  of  Galilee.  Make  Him  your 
friend.  He  will  never  fail  you! 

What  next?  Nobody,  but  Kinji,  has  the 
least  idea,  but  it  is  sure  to  be  heaps  of  fun. 
Three  Council  Circles  and  a wiener  roast 
already!  Cottage  and  tent  group  nights, 
stunt  night,  boat  ride  to  Geneva  City, 
reception  and  graduates’  play — all  of  these 
are  a part  of  the  nights’  doings. 

Twenty  minutes  to  get  ready  for  bed, 
and  to  have  evening  devotions.  Lights 
out!  Eleven  o’clock  and  all  is  well!  And 
only  the  rustling  of  the  trees  and  the  splash 
of  the  waters  of  the  lake  disturb  the  still- 
ness of  the  night! 

Ah!  This  is  living!  Let  us  make  the 
most  of  the  opportunity!  It  may  never 
come  to  us  again.  Here’s  to  the  Older 
Girls’  Camp  Conference!  How!  How! 


Hillside  Inspiration 


Hillside!  Does  this  one  word  mean  any- 
thing to  you?  Do  you  see  the  picture? 
A beautiful  picture  of  wonderful  and  deli- 
cate hues  comes  to  the  mind  of  every  girl 
who  has  ever  been  a camper  in  the  Camp  of 
a Hundred  Fires.  She  sees  a grassy  hillside 
overlooking  the  clear,  blue-green  waters  of 
Lake  Geneva,  and  surrounded  by  sturdy 
trees — a veritable  “Holy  of  Holies.”  Here 
are  no  bounds — no  limits  other  than  the 
blue  skies  overhead  and  the  horizon  afar 
out  over  the  lake,  where  linger  the  glorious 
tints  of  the  dying  day.  In  this  “Holy  of 
Holies”  many  girls  are  gathered  together— 
here  to  commune  with  God  through  the 
strength  and  beauty  of  His  wonderful  out- 
of-doors  and  the  minds  and  hearts  of  the 
Camp  leaders. 

The  picture  is  incomplete  without  those 
fleeting  and  more  vague  lights  and  colors 
which  the  camper  recognizes  as  the  hopes, 
aspirations,  and  visions  which  are  arising 
from  the  hearts  of  all  and  reaching  upward 
and  outward  for  strength  from  the  Great 
Perfect  Love-Spirit.  Here  all  are  “pushing 
back  their  horizons,”  seeking  no  less  than 
God’s  own  horizon. 

Each  year  since  1914  more  girls  have 
come  together  on  the  hillside,  until  this 
year  found  208  girls  listening  to  the  first 
twilight  talk  by  Miss  Helen  Palk  of 
Canada.  She  made  clear  to  all  the  very 
heart  of  our  Camp  and  the  things  we  all 
can  come  for  and  can  get.  “We  are  here,” 
she  said,  “because  there  is  a great  heart 


with  a great  mind  back  of  it,  which  has 
felt  the  vital  need  of  young  life  to  lead  in 
the  life  of  the  world.  Our  Camp  is  the  cul- 
mination of  a great  plan  to  furnish  leader- 
ship. 

“Why  did  you  come?  For  the  scenery, 
the  good  times,  the  sports,  the  fine  friend- 
ships and  comradeships,  for  the  lessons 
learned  here?  If  for  these  reasons,  and  in 
the  spirit  of  true  sharing — ^‘Each  for  all  and 
all  for  each’ — then  your  reason  for  coming 
is  a worthy  one.  Then  get  into  the  whole 
Camp,  from  the  start,  and  do  not  learn 
tomorrow  when  it  is  too  late  that  you  have 
not  gotten  all  to  which  you  are  entitled.” 


The  boys  in  the  training  camps  have 
nothin’  on  us  when  it  comes  to  Kitchen 
Police  duty.  If  a commanding  officer 
would  come  in  and  watch  us  as  we  clean 
and  sweep,  and  pick  up,  and  straighten  up, 
and  wash,  and  everything,  he  would  draft 
us  immediately  and  put  us  to  work  as 
expert  Kitchen  Policers. 


We  have  just  had  the  idea  of  all  that 
mixing  of  mortar  and  laying  of  cement 
down  at  the  Tipi  explained  to  our  dull  ears. 
Soon  all  of  us  (and  we  insist  that  the  leaders 
accompany  us)  can  slide  on  a nice  hard, 
smooth,  slippery  cement  clear  from  the  top 
of  the  hill  to  the  bottom,  making  a 
graceful  lauding  at  the  Tipi  door.  “No 
more  walking  down  the  hill  at  night.” 
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Whom  Are 

Blackfeet — ^Yes 
Crowfeet — Yes 
Susquehannas — ^Y  es 

ALL  RIGHT!  ON  TO  THE  SHIELD! 

Nothing  exciting  has  happened  as  yet. 
But  did  you  ever  know  that  before  every 
big  athletic  event  is  pulled  off,  there  is 
quite  a little  bit  of  practicing  going  on? 
We  can  hear  the  teams  a-shoutin’  and  they 
play  volley  ball,  baseball,  and  captain  ball. 
You  are  going  to  win  if  you  play  hard, 
square,  and  fair,  even  if  you  don’t  make 
the  highest  points. 

Each  Chief  has  a fine  Tribe,  and  each 
Tribe  has  a fine  Chief.  Here  they  are: 
Blackfeet  (Anna  K.  Young,  Chief) — 
Tent  A,  Tent  H,  Tent  2,  Tent  4,  Plaza  D. 


petting  On.^ 

Dakotas — Yes 
Iroquois — Yes 
Navajo — Yes 

Crowfeet  (Esther  Williams,  Chief) — 
Tent  B,  Tent  S,  Lucerne,  Bethel  Lake 
Breeze. 

Susquehanna  (Blanche  Tresham,  Chief) 
— ^Tent  F,  Tent  1,  Tent  7,  Plaza  B, 
Clematis. 

Dakota  (Grace  Woods,  Chief) — Tent  C, 
Tent  I,  Tent  6,  Plaza  C,  Hillside  B. 

Iroquois  (Marjorie  Cundiff,  Chief) — 
Tent  D,  Tent  G,  Tent  3,  Lake  View,  Hill- 
side A. 

Navajo  (Dorothy  Hubbard,  Chief) — 
Tent  E,  Tent  11,  Oak  Arbor,  Ivy,  Plaza  A. 


Re-Zounds 


Farewell,  Tin  Can  Alley.  Entre,  Vous 
Cloverleaf  Boulevard. 

’S  too  bad  that  David  Orwig  is  growing 
up  right  in  the  footsteps  of  aU  his  haughty 
fellow  male  men  and  won’t  allow  his  hordes 
of  feminine  adorers  to  even  “tech”  him. 
He’ll  probably  get  over  it. 


Say,  you  has-been  student  leaders, 
wasn’t  it  an  awful  setback?  After  having 
been  promoted  to  a high  place  with  six 
anxious  and  respectful  protegees,  to  be 
just  as  rapidly  demoted  to  a mere  protegee 
again! 


One  of  the  secretaries  lost  her  punch  the 
very  first  day.  Well,  perhaps  she’ll  regain 
it  by  the  time  she  tears  madly  from  class  to 
class  so  as  to  be  a little  in  advance  of  the 
punch-seeking  classmates. 


We  hear  from  Mr.  Rodgers  that  the 
boats  are  to  be  walked  in  only  when  they 
are  in  the  water.  We  are  glad  to  know 
that  we  are  expected  to  take  our  daily 
constitutional  in  the  middle  of  our  nice 
calm  little  lake,  with  a rowboat  as  our 
board  walk.  We  have  never  had  such  a 
privilege  before. 


Campers  from  the  States,  have  you  ever 
thought  how  great  an  opportunity  it  is  for 


us  to  be  living  in  such  intimate  contact  for 
two  whole  weeks  with  women  and  girls 
from  Canada?  Canada  has  been  in  the 
great  war,  the  winning  of  which  is  our 
inmost  ambition,  for  four  long  years.  She 
has  given  her  all,  her  men,  her  money,  the 
hearts  of  her  women.  We  can  learn  much 
of  the  true  spirit  of  sacrifice  and  of  loving 
helpfulness  which,  as  Mr.  Pearce  says,  will 
make  democracy  safe  for  the  world  while 
our  boys  are  making  the  world  safe  for 
democracy.  It  will  pay  you  to  get  more 
intimate  with  the  Canadians.  We  advise 
it. 


Stop  right  here!  We  are  not  molded  in 
the  same  shape  as  the  far-famed  and  so- 
called  typical  editors,  who  receive  contri- 
butions in  a cynical  and  ungrateful  manner. 
Will  you  bring  us  some  of  your  brain 
children?  All  right,  I will.  I wish  you 
would.  AU  right  I wiU. 


We’re  mighty  glad,  Mr.  Hauch,  that  you 
told  us  about  the  conservation  problems  of 
the  big  Camp  kitchen.  Some  of  us  mere 
girls  are  looking  for  opportunities  of  obey- 
ing the  mandates  of  our  Government,  so 
that  we  can  feel  that  we  are  partners  with 
Uncle  Sam  in  putting  the  Stars  and  Stripes 
over  the  castles  of  Berlin.  We  have  been 
wearing  the  Hoover  cap  and  apron  for  a 
year  now  and  we  kinda’  like  it.  Besides, 
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what  could  have  been  better  than  the 
caramel  pie  which  Friend  Chef  made  for 
us  Wednesday? 


Bliss — '“Say,  Ruth!  Have  you  got  a 
stunt  for  tonight?” 

Ruth — ^“Heavens  no!  Why,  if  Kinji 
would  say,  ‘Ruth,  get  up  and  do  a stunt  or 
die,’  I would  just  have  to  die.” 

(N.  B. — ’A  pretty  good  stunt.  Need  a 
suggestion  for  Council  Circle?) 

Who’s 

Headquarters  Staff. 

John  L.  Alexander  (Kinjigissis) — Direc- 
tor. 

Herman  Bowmar  (Mojag)^ — ^Business 
manager. 

R.  A.  Waite  (Waonspeakiye)- — -Associate 
director. 

Jo  Royer  (Wapo) — -Assistant  Director. 
Elsie  Clark  (Anangons)— Assistant  Busi- 
ness manager. 

Mrs.  John  L.  Alexander. 

J.  L.  Rodgers. 

Mrs.  J.  L.  Rodgers. 

Mrs.  Herman  Bowmar.^ 

Mrs.  R.  A.  Waite. 

Mrs.  Mary  Bryner. 

F.  E.  Mayer. 

Mrs.  F.  E.  Mayer. 

S.  L.  Williams. 

E.  A.  Brooks. 

Mrs.  E.  A.  Brooks. 

Helen  Palk. 

Freda  Bose. 

P.  G.  Orwig. 

Mrs.  P.  G.  Orwig. 

Bonita  Ferguson. 

Dot  Lumley. 

Gladys  Wise. 

Leaders. 

Katherine  Breihaupt. 

Agnes  Britnell. 

Anne  Howden. 

Aley  Taylor. 

Mrs.  Byler. 

Edith  Chapman. 

Sophia  Theilgaard. 

Mrs.  Curtiss. 

Mabel  Curtiss. 

Carol  Strecker. 

Miss  McCurdy. 

Anne  Wharton. 

Mrs.  Hattie  C.  Cool. 

Mary  F.  Price. 

Mrs.  Shogren. 

Gertrude  Neville. 

Mrs.  Kinkead. 


“There’s  a Long,  Long  Trail  Unwind- 
ing” has  been  dedicated  to  Herbert  ’n 
Elsie.  Good  luck  to  you.  Old  Tops,  we’re 
with  you  and  praying  for  both. 


Our  total  this  year  is  272,  including  209 
girls  and  63  leaders  and  their  families. 
Isn’t  that  a splendid  number  of  Christian 
people  to  be  gathered  together  in.  one  place 
and  at  one  time?  We  tell  you  things  are 
happening  and  are  going  to  happen. 

Who 

Graduate  Leaders. 

Margaret  Rice. 

Myrtle  Tench. 

Martha  Whitlock.  < 

Helen  Kintzinger. 

Marion  Garland. 

Helen  Moffett. 

Helen  Rosebrough. 

Alice  May. 

Student  Leaders. 

Alice  Pearsall. 

Lottie  May  Bose. 

Ruth  E.  Young,  Editor  of  the  Hilltop 
Echoes. 

Mary  Schroeder. 

Auxiliary. 

Franklin  Mayer. 

Ben  Knight. 

Miss  Holmquist. 

Miss  Prey. 

iMrs.  Bowmar  is  expected  to  arrive  next  week.  We 
are  sorry  she  was  detained  so  long  by  Charlotte’s  illaess. 
But  whooping  cough  happens  in  the  best  of  families. 


OUR  CHALLENGE. 

(Continued  from  page  4.) 

Girls  of  America,  what  will  you  give 
To  the  men  who  return  from  the  terrible 
fight? 

Many  of  whom  in  great  suffering  must  live. 
Having  paid  for  your  safety  with  health, 
limbs,  or  sight. 

Broken  heroes  for  whom  every  woman’s 
heart  bleeds. 

Will  you  give  them  your  thanks  in 
records  or  deeds? 

Girls  of  America,  words  will  not  do. 

We  must  build  them  a monument  high 
as  God’s  dome. 

Showing  our  love  and  our  gratitude  true, 
To  the  men  left  behind  and  the  men  who 
come  home. 

Home!  Y es,  a home  that  is  sacred  and  free, 
That  to  our  heroes  our  tribute  shall  be. 


